FORTY ROUBLES A MONTH              tai
the annals of the committee, Marie had accepted this scholar-
ship as testimony of confidence in her, a debt of honour. In her
uncompromising soul she would have adjudged herself dis-
honest if she had kept for one unnecessary moment the money
which now could serve as lifebuoy to another poor young girl.
Re-reading a little poem of my mother's, written in Polish, on
this time of her life, and remembering the accounts of it that she
sometimes gave me, with many a smile and humorous remark*
looking at the only portrait of herself which she dearly
cherished: the small photograph of a student girl with darmg
eyes and determined chin, I have felt that she never ceased to
prefer these hard, fervent days to all others*
Ah! how harshly theyouth of the student pam$>
While all around her, with passions wwjre$h9
Other youths search eagerly for easy pleasures!
And yet in solitude
She lwes> obscure and blessed^
For in her cell she finds the ardour
That makes her heart immense.
But the blessed time is effaced.
She must leave the land of Science
To go out and struggle for her bread
On the grey roads qflifs.
Often and often then> her weary spirit
Returns beneath the roofs
To the corner ever dear to her heart
Where silent labour dwelled
And where a world of memory has rested*
No doubt Marie knew other joys later. But even in her hours
of infinite tenderness, even in the hour of triumph and fame, the
eternal student was never so content with herself* so proud* as
in the poverty and fire of this integral effort. She was proud of
her poverty; proud of living alone and independent m a foreign